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seen through an outer facing of shimmering red gauze. To
the Lady from the Village of Falling Flowers he gave a
light blue robe with a pattern of sea-shells woven into it.
Lovely though the dress was as an example of complicated
weaving, it would have been too light in tone had it not
been covered with a somewhat heavy russet floss.

To Tamakatsura he sent, among other gifts, a close-
fitting dress with a pattern of mountain-kenia woven
upon a plain red background. Murasaki seemed scarcely
to have glanced at it; but all the while, true to Genji's
surmise, she was guessing the meaning of this choice. Like
her father To no Chujo, Tamakatsura (she conjectured)
was doubtless good-looking ; but certainly lacked his live-
liness and love of adventure. Murasaki had no idea that
she had in any way betrayed what was going on in her
mind and was surprised when Genji suddenly said : ' In the
end this matching of dresses and complexions breaks down
entirely and one gives almost at hazard. I can never find
anything that does justice to my handsome friends, or any-
thing that it does not seem a shame to waste on the ugly
ones . . / and so saying he glanced with a smile at the
present which was about to be dispatched to Suyetsumu,
a dress white without and green within, what is called a
* willow-weaving/ with an elegant Chinese vine-scroll worked
upon it.

To the Lady of Akashi he sent a white Mrtle with a spray
of plum-blossom on it, and birds and butterflies fluttering
hither and thither, cut somewhat in the Chinese fashion,
with a very handsome dark purple lining. This also caught
Murasaki's observant eye smd she augured from it that
the rival of whom Genji spoke to her so lightly was in
reality occupying a considerable place in Ms thoughts.

To Utsusemi, now turned nun, he sent a grey cloak,
and, in addition, a coat of his own which he knew she would